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The Hmorte of 
He made a blufhing citall of himfelfe. 

And chid his trewant youth with fuch a grace. 

As if hemaftred there a double fpirit 
Of teaching and of learning inftamly: 

T here did he pauft jbut let me tell the world, 

If he outliue theenuieof this day, 

England didneuerowe fj fweeteahope. 

So much mifeonftrued in his wantonnefTe. 

Hot. Coofen, I thinke thou art enamored 
On his fo'lies : neucr did I heare 
Of any Prince fo wildalibertic: 

But be he as he will, yet once ere nigh^ 

1 will imbrace him with a fouldierj arme. 

That he ftiall thrinke vnder my courteGc. 

Arme, arme with fpecd, and fellowes, fouldiers, fr iendes, * 
Better conGder what you haue to doe. 

That 1 that haue not well the gift of tongue 

Can lift your blood vp with perfwaGon. Enter a meffenoer. 

Ttfef. My Lord, here arc lettefs for you. 

Hot. I cannot reade them now. 

O, Gentlemen, the time of life is fhort: 

T o-fpend that fhortnes bafely, were too long, 

If life did ride vpon a dials point, 

Still ending at the arriuaH of an boiire, 

And if weliue, we liue to tread on kings. 

If die, brauc death, when princes die with vs. 

Now for our confcicnces, the armes are faire. 

When the intentof bearing them is tuft. Enter Mother. 

Mef. My Lord, prepare, the King comes on apace. 

Hot. I thanke him, that he cuts me from my tale : 

For I profefle not talking, onely this, 

Let each man doe his beft : and here draw I a fword, 

Whofc temper I intend to ftaine 

With the beft blood that I can meet withall, 

In the aduenture of this perillous day. 

Now efpcrancc Percy, and fet on, 

Sound all theloftie inftruments of war, 

And by that muficke let vs all embrace, 
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,Jnry the fourth, 

- r heauen to earth, fame of vs neuer fhall 
A°fecond time do filth a courtefie. 

Here they embrace , the trumpets found, the King enters with his 
power, alar me to the bat tell, then enter Douglas , and Sir lVal~ 
ter "Blmt . 

"Blunt What is thy name,thatinbattcll thus thou cryftcft met 1 
What honour doft thoufeeke vpon my head? 

Doug. Know then, my name is Douglas, 

And fdo haunt thee in the batfell thus, 

Becaufc fome tell me that thou art a King. 

Blunt They tell thee true. 

Doug. The Lord of Stafford dearc to day hath bought 
Thy likenefle.for in ftead of thee, King Harry, 

Thisfword hath ended him,fo fiiall it thee, 

Vn!e(Te thou yeclde thee as my prifoner. 

Blunt 1 was not bornea yeelder, thou proud Scot: 

And thou (halt find a king that willreuenge 
Lord Staffords death. 

They fight, Douglas hilt Blunt, then enter Hotfpur. 

Hot. O Douglas,hadft thou fought at Holmedon thus, 

I neuer had triumph! ouer a Scot, 

Doug, Als done,als won.-herc breathles lyes the king. 

Hot, Where? Doug. Here. 

Hot. This, Douglas.5no,f know this face full well, 

Agallant knight he was, his name was Blunt, 

Scmblably furmfht like the king himfilfe. 

"Doug. Ah foole, go with thy foule whither it goes, 

A borrowed title haft thou bought too deare. 

Why didft thou tell me, that thou wert a king? 

Hot. The king hath many marching in his coates. 

"Doug. Now byrny fword, I, will kill all his coates-’ 
lie murther all his wardrobe, piece by piece, 

Vntill 1 meete the King. Hot. V p,and away, 

Ourfouldiours ftand full fairely for the day. 

Alar me, Enter Falflalffefolut. 

fii "^ougb I could fcape ffiot-free at London , I feare the 
f ^J 1 ! rc, * lcrc s no Scoring but vpon the pate. Soft, who.are you? 
it W alter Blunt, ther’s honor for you, here’s no vanity : lamas 
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